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of mischief, loaded Hodson’s gun. En route about Organ Cave 
Hodson forgot his gun was loaded, and rammed down another 
full charge. 


oned behind a rail fence running 


"Edgar’s Battalion was_ ,_ _ __ i i>fiiii 

from the colored Methodist Church east. Mr. Hodson staeTL., 
muzzle of his gun through the fence where he commanded a 
view of Main Street at the M. E. Church South (Lee and 
Washington) and awaited the appearance of a column of 
Federal troops which had been observed to leave the western 
part of town from about the Masonic Hall (now the County 
Library and Museum). ... Mr. Hodson aimed his gun, in¬ 
tending to fire as soon as the head of the column emerged from 
behind the house now occupied by Mrs. Ellen McClung. He had 
not long to wait. The column emerged and Mr. Hodson pulled 
the trigger....” 


When Hodson came to, his comrades had withdrawn. The 
recoil had knocked him unconscious. He tried to get away up 
the hill, but about where the water tank now stands, in the 
new Garden Heights addition, he was captured. Hodson was 
imprisoned in D. J. Ford’s old stone store on Main Street. 

“The next morning a Federal officer came in to look at the 
prisoners, and jocularly remarked: ’What kind of powder do 
you fellows use now?’ 


“ ‘ Why do you ask that question?’ he was asked. 

“ 'Because yesterday ... just as we reached the church . . . 
one shot was fired and I can swear that there was but one shot, 
and it killed two men and wounded a third.’ ” 

Telling this story years later, Mr. Hodson was wont to add: 
I could have told him that it nearly killed a fourth, but I 
thought it best to keep my mouth shut!" 



